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Sturdy S.S. men sometimes followed them. A smile,
an invitation ... I wish I could describe the girls'
reply. They did not say a word, they just expressed their
feeling with a look. And the Black Guards, who are
hardened to the sight of mutilated bodies, whom neither
the tears of a woman nor the cries of a baby can move,
turned on their heels and disappeared.
All the proverbial obstinacy of the Czechs, all the
stubborn spirit which they can muster, all the hatred
of a down-trodden nation, was concentrated in the
eyes of the Czech girls. If glances could kill, all the S.S.
guards of Prague would have fallen dead long ago. It
is a Czech national victory to see them retreating from
those scornful, blazing eyes.
All over Czech towns and villages you can observe the
same deadly look on the faces of Czech women. Before
this cold winter broke over Europe, Czech girls froze
their Nazi oppressors out. I know of Reichswehr officers,
of S.S. leaders who begged their superiors to transfer them
from Czech territory. The tormentors were suffering under
the cold boycott of their victims.
Without a grumble, but with the same dogged deter-
mination the men of Czechoslovakia bear their fate.
The Germans treat them as an inferior race. But visitors
have described it to me as a hearty experience to see
how cleverly the Czechs show that they feel the same
way about the Germans. Their conviction that the
scum of Germany has been put into uniform to play
at soldiers on the home front, to present a caricature
of modern civilisation, makes them laugh under their
tears. They fear the monster, but at the same time they
despise it.
It does not need special exhortation to lead half the
population of Praeue on any day towards the grave of